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		A New Kind of Passion

		 

		“Y ou have got to be kidding me,” Isabel practically shouted the moment she walked into the outer office belonging to Raymond Paris.

		“Hi,” the woman who was the recipient of Isabel’s ire said, completely oblivious to her distress. “I’m Candi. Do you have an appointment?”

		Isabel had half a mind to just leave, to walk out the door and never return. She would gladly give up the deposit she paid for the appointment, although she hated the idea of paying for nothing. As a college student, she was well aware of her tight budget. Unlike some people in her class who had an unlimited allowance from their parents, Isabel was not so lucky. Her father had cut her off, only willing to pay for her necessities like room and board, in addition to tuition. And even that he grumbled about.

		It was not that Isabel’s father could not afford those things. He was a wealthy man with more than enough money to make sure his children got the best educations possible. It was only through his generosity that Isabel was able to get into such an elite liberal arts college. It was just that he did not approve of some of Isabel’s choices. He saw them as unnecessary for a woman’s role in life. As far as he was concerned, Isabel should be working toward her MRS degree, not a BA in women’s studies.

		Not that it was Isabel’s major that bothered him. It was what she did outside of class that led to him cutting her off beyond the basic necessities. Isabel saw herself as an activist. She believed women all around the world were being suppressed. They were being taken advantage of. They were fighting against centuries of male domination. Her demands were simple, although the solutions were incredibly complicated. She wanted to see women freed from the shackles of oppression and servitude. It was time for men to pull their fair share of the weight in society. For too long women had essentially been free labor and that had to stop.

		In her first year at Thatcher College, Isabel had developed a reputation as a fiery orator and an incredible organizer. The various women’s groups on campus were louder and stronger than ever and it was all thanks to her.

		However, that did not explain why Isabel found herself in the office of Mr. Paris, a career counselor who had an impeccable record in helping women find their futures. Although seeing Candi out front did not instill much confidence in her that Mr. Paris was the man who could help her. She would have preferred to see a woman. It was her preference whenever possible. But Mr. Paris was supposed to be the best. There were times when she had to admit that men could be better than women, although she would never admit that out loud. In her quest for equality, she always believed that women were equally capable to men, if given the chance and the support.

		“My name is Isabel,” she finally answered, ignoring the blonde-haired receptionist’s giddy demeanor and inappropriate office attire. The woman barely had her nipples covered in her low-cut blouse. And all the makeup and jewelry made it clear that she took her appearance far more seriously than anything else. And it was not just her appearance, but how she seemed to dress for the appeasement of men. It was women like Candi who always made Isabel’s job harder. Sure, in theory, she supported women being whoever and whatever they wanted to be, but the bimbos of the world pushed Isabel beyond her limit.

		“Here you are,” Candi said, reading the calendar on her computer. “I’m gonna let Mr. Paris know that you’re here.”

		Candi started pecking away at the keyboard in an inefficient hunt and peck method. It was like she never knew where any of the keys were and only happened to come across them for the first time when she finally found them. It did not help that her fingernails were so long that she had difficulty actually pressing the keys. At least she knew where the backspace key was. She had to use that a lot. Her tongue poked out from between her plump lips as she concentrated on the keyboard in front of her.

		“Okay, he’ll be out in just a moment,” Candi said, looking up and smiling.

		Isabel was about to sit down in one of the chairs along the wall, but before she had the opportunity to do so, the door next to Candi’s desk opened and a middle-aged man appeared.

		“It’s Isabel, isn’t it?” the man said. “I’m Raymond Paris. It’s nice to meet you.”

		Isabel reached out and shook Mr. Paris’ hand. “Yes, and thank you.”

		“Come on back to my office and we can get started. I’m sure you’re eager to get all this behind you and get back to work. You have a protest coming up soon, don’t you?”

		For a brief moment Isabel wondered how he knew. It was not as if there had been much press about the protest yet. The local news agencies had thus far ignored her press releases. But then it dawned on her that Mr. Paris had performed a basic internet search on her. Isabel’s online presence was massive, stretching across multiple social media platforms. It was not that she liked social media. For the most part, she knew it gave her detractors a platform to target her, but it was an effective tool for getting her message out. All Mr. Paris needed to do was find a social media account of hers and peruse a few posts. All of her recent posts had been about the upcoming protest.

		Mr. Paris led Isabel into his office. It was a large room, half of which was taken up by a desk and several chairs. However, the other half included a couch and two arm chairs positioned across from each other.

		“Have a seat,” Mr. Paris said, motioning toward one of the two chairs facing each other. Isabel felt as if she was at a therapist’s office. Then again, career counseling was not that different from seeing a therapist. They were both trying to help her find her way in life. It was just that Mr. Paris focused on the career side of things.

		“Thank you,” Isabel said as she sat in the offered seat. She smoothed down the suit she had worn for the occasion. Her goal was to look professional and not let her age be a distraction. She knew she needed to look as powerful, if not more so than the men she interacted with if she was going to be taken seriously. If she had remained on campus for this, Isabel might have opted for something more casual. She liked wearing basic jeans and sweatshirts as much as the next person, but sometimes she needed to make a statement. Mr. Paris sat across from her.

		“I have read through the file you sent over,” Mr. Paris began. “I’m impressed with what you have accomplished so far. But let me get this straight. You are finishing your freshman year and you’re looking for my help to identify your career.”

		“Yes, that’s correct,” Isabel said. “I know I’m young, but I always like to have a clear path to where I am going. In high school, I was always working toward college. Now that I’m in college, I’m trying to identify my next step. Yes, I’m 19 years old and I still have three more years of college, but I want to know if I should be pursuing a career of activism straight away or if I should plan for law school or something similar.”

		“I am impressed with your tenacity,” Mr. Paris said as he reached down along the side of his chair and flipped a switch. Low music started playing through hidden speakers. “And don’t mind the music. I find it helpful to have some background noise running while we talk. The walls are supposed to be soundproofed too, but one never knows how well the contractors did their work. I find it best to be safe than sorry on that front.”

		Isabel nodded her head. That seemed to make sense. Although she was having trouble thinking clearly at the moment. It felt like there was something in the music that was impeding her ability to think. That could not be right, could it? It did not make sense.

		“Now that we’ve got all that settled, let’s start talking about what you want out of life,” Mr. Paris said. “Tell me what your end goal is. A young woman like you must have the end game figured out, even if you don’t know how to get there yet.”

		“I see myself heading up a policy think tank that specializes in women’s issues and gender equality,” Isabel explained. “And after that, I was thinking politics might be the next step. I think I could do so much good work in the halls of Congress. I might have to start in the House Representatives, but I think the Senate is where I want to end up. Obviously President would be amazing, but I think I would have more sway in Congress. That’s where the bills get written, after all.”

		“Yes, I can see how such a life would be a significant draw for a person like you,” Mr. Paris said. “But I would have to think that you would grow bored with such a life. You clearly enjoy having far too much fun than to want to hang around all those stuffy politicians. And you are far too sensible to be one of the crazy radical ones.”

		Isabel wanted to object, but she could not find the words to do so. She knew there was something wrong with what Mr. Paris had just suggested, but she could not seem to find the argument against it. Instead, she let his words sink in, considering them carefully. She definitely did not want to come off as one of the crazy radicals that sometimes snuck into office because of flukes in the electoral process or due to gerrymandering. And there were definitely some boring politicians too. Just looking at some of the old men in the Senate was enough to make her want to fall asleep out of boredom. Yes, she could replace one of those Senators, but she could not replace all of them, no matter how hard she tried.

		“You see what I’m getting at, right?” Mr. Paris pushed.

		“Yes,” Isabel said, her voice flat and emotionless.

		“So clearly politics isn’t for you.”

		Isabel nodded her head. Yes, that made sense. She was not cut out to be a politician. But that did not mean she needed to completely alter her life plans. The politician bit was just to help drive the political conversation. However, she could still do that from a policy think tank, lobbying for changes.

		“Politics isn’t for me,” Isabel repeated.

		“To be honest, I doubt a woman like you would be interested in all that policy wonkiness to begin with.”

		“What?” Isabel said. That did not make sense. “Don’t think that you can tell me to stay in my lane.”

		“Don’t think, eh?” Mr. Paris asked. “That is an idea. Wouldn’t it be nice not to have to think? I know I enjoy my time away from the office when I can just let loose and not have to think about anything important. Wouldn’t that be nice?”

		Isabel was confused. One moment they were talking about her future and the next they seemed to be talking about how Mr. Paris liked to spend his evenings and weekends. But as she thought about it, it made sense. It was nice when she could check out for a few hours, not having to think about school work or the various organizing activities she took part in. It was nice to just turn off her brain and watch some vapid movie or even just sit out in the sun, enjoying its warm rays against her skin.

		“Let’s try this,” Mr. Paris said. “I want you to repeat back what I say about you. Can you do that?”

		“Yes,” Isabel said. She could definitely do that. And she would not even have to think about it. She just had to repeat the words.

		“You are happiest when you don’t have to think.”

		“I am happiest when I don’t have to think.”

		Isabel said the words, but she could feel that they were true. She was always relaxed and happy when she did not need to do much thinking. She was always happiest when she could relax, whether that was the day after hosting a major event or just a weekend when her school work did not get in her way.

		“Thinking too hard gives you a headache.”

		“Thinking too hard gives me a headache.”

		Once again, Isabel could relate to that. There were times when she got stress headaches. They always happened when she was too busy and had too much on her mind. So from that perspective, thinking too hard did give her headaches.

		“You like it when a man does your thinking for you.”

		“Wait,” Isabel said, shaking her head. Something was not right. She was sure of that. But how exactly, she was not sure. She did not want to think too hard. She did not want to get a headache. “What are you trying to say about me? I don’t need a man at all.”

		“Don’t you though?” Mr. Paris said. “Aren’t there times when you just feel this burning desire inside of you, the kind of desire only a man can provide?”

		Isabel thought back to the few times she had either masturbated with her fingers or with a dildo. Having a roommate during her freshman year meant she did not really have the personal space to do that sort of thing, but there were times when her roommate was out and Isabel could sit back and relax, letting her mind clear as she played with herself. Such times did not happen often, but they always seemed to occur when she needed them.

		Then again, there were times when Isabel missed having male companionship. She was definitely not a virgin. And even in college, there had been a few times she had done the walk of shame across campus the morning after a party as she made her way back to her dorm room. She was no slut, but she had hooked up with a few guys over the past few months.

		“Okay, yes,” Isabel admitted. “There have been a few times I’ve hooked up with guys because I was horny.”

		Had Isabel been more aware of her surroundings, if her mind had not already been pummeled by the strangely relaxing music playing in the background, she never would have admitted such things. Sex was not something she would have discussed with a man she only just met, a man who was supposed to be giving her career guidance.

		“There are times when you can’t help but need a man,” Mr. Paris said.

		“There are times when I can’t help but need a man,” Isabel repeated, her voice once again coming out flat and emotionless.

		“It’s just easier when you let a man take charge.”

		“It’s just easier when I let a man take charge.”

		Once again Isabel found these new words to hold a ring of truth in them. Her hookups had always been with dominant men who knew what they wanted and they knew how to please her. As soon as she was in their beds, they took charge. And when they did, Isabel never went without an orgasm. She always came when they did. It was always a symphony of erotic coupling.

		“That’s why you like it when men tell you what to do.”

		“That’s why I like it when men tell me what to do.”

		“You like it when men do your thinking for you.”

		“I like it when men do my thinking for me.”

		“You want men to decide for you.”

		“I want men to decide for me.”

		“Terrific,” Mr. Paris said with a knowing smile on his face. “I feel like we’re finally starting to make progress now. How do you feel about our progress?”

		Isabel sat there for a moment, considering the question. Finally she answered, “I don’t know. You tell me.”

		Mr. Paris’ smile grew even wider. He loved this part of his job, when women like Isabel finally started to come to terms with their true selves. He was always amazed at how many women thought they could be strong and independent when they were really just submissive bimbos at heart.

		“I think you should be proud of the progress you’ve made so far. But we still have a lot of time ahead of us before we have your future career set.”

		Isabel nodded along. That made sense. Or at least she thought it made sense. She did not want to think about it too much. Thinking only gave her a headache.

		“Let’s get back to your original career plans,” Mr. Paris said. “I know you had your heart set on heading up a policy think tank, but I’m not so sure that is such a good idea.”

		“Because I don’t like to think?” Isabel asked. It made sense. Why would she work at a think tank when she did not like to think? The word think was right there in the name.

		“Exactly,” Mr. Paris said. “I think we can safely scratch that off your list.”

		Isabel imagined her career options in her head, making a large list. Admittedly, most of the options were blurry and unreadable, but she could definitely make out the crossed off think tank option. Now she just needed to narrow down that list further.

		“And to be honest, I even question how much you’re getting out of your classes,” Mr. Paris continued. “I’m not against school for you, but I think you should be learning something that will actually help you in your future endeavors. I mean, women’s studies sounds nice and all, but that sounds like it requires a lot of thinking.”

		“School requires a lot of thinking,” Isabel said. She had to wonder why she was even enrolled. Why had she done that when she knew she wanted to avoid lots of hard thinking? That’s what a school like Thatcher College was all about. It was about thinking. Even more, it was about learning to think harder and deeper. That definitely was not something Isabel wanted to worry about. More and more it felt like continuing her schooling after high school was a big mistake.

		“It seems to me that we need to reconsider your major,” Mr. Paris said. “We need to find you something that better aligns with your goals. But before we need to do that, we need to figure out what those goals are. Obviously, all that policy and activism work needs to end. That’s just too much thinking for you. You have already admitted there are times when you need a man. You need a man to think for you, just like I am doing now, but you need a man to take care of you, to make sure your needs are fulfilled.”

		Isabel nodded her head. That seemed to make sense. At least it made sense if she did not think too hard about it.

		“Let’s go back to you repeating back to me what I say. Your biggest desire is to have a man take care of you.”

		“My biggest desire is to have a man take care of me.”

		Isabel could understand that. It might have been a bit of stretch, but it seemed to follow the line of thought Mr. Paris had placed her on. She trusted him.

		“You need a man to take care of you.”

		“I need a man to take care of me.”

		Again, Mr. Paris’ words struck a chord with Isabel. It made sense for her biggest desire to be something that fulfilled her needs. She wanted a man to take care of her, because she needed a man to take care of her.

		“But you don’t just want any man.”

		“I don’t just want any man.”

		“You want a man who will dominate you.”

		“I want a man who will dominate me.”

		“You need a man to dominate you.”

		“I need a man to dominate me.”

		“You want to please your man.”

		Isabel paused for a moment. Is that what she wanted? Not that she could think otherwise. It was too difficult to think much anymore. Her ability to think had already been severely curtailed in the few minutes she had been talking with Mr. Paris. However, if Mr. Paris was telling her that she wanted to please her man, then it must have been true. She was certain that Mr. Paris would not lie to her. She needed men like him to think for her.

		“I want to please my man.”

		Mr. Paris noted the time it took Isabel to repeat his latest statement. The fact she finally did was good, but it was a clear indication that he needed to work on that idea more.

		“Your entire world revolves around your man.”

		“My entire world revolves around my man.”

		“Your only goal is to become a perfect wife for your man.”

		“My only goal is to become a perfect wife for my man.”

		Isabel did not realize how far she had come. When she entered Mr. Paris’ office, she had no intention of settling down with a man. She had no interest in marriage. Yes, she understood that men and women were going to couple up and get married, but so too would men with men and women with women. It was all about equality and realizing that the nuclear family unit as had been drilled into being a part of the American dream was a flawed and overly simple idea.

		And yet, that same idea was suddenly much more attractive to her. Other people could still follow non-traditional routes in life, but she wanted nothing more than to be a happy housewife for the man of her dreams. That was unless he wanted her to work outside of the home. She was accepting of that, but he needed to make that decision for her. She did not want to have to think about it. It was easier, it was better, it was ideal, if her future husband made those decisions for her.

		“You want to be a domestic woman for your man,” Mr. Paris continued.

		“I want to be a domestic woman for my man.”

		“You want to cook and clean for your man.”

		“I want to cook and clean for my man.”

		“You want to please your man.”

		“I want to please my man.”

		“You want to serve your man.”

		“I want to serve my man.”

		“You want to obey your man.”

		“I want to obey my man.”

		“You want to be sexually available to your man in any way he chooses.”

		“I want to be sexually available to my man in any way he chooses.”

		Mr. Paris stopped for a moment and sat back, considering his client. He was impressed at how easily Isabel had accepted those latest statements. He was under the impression that she was some ball-buster, although her admitting that she liked to hookup with guys occasionally certainly helped his cause. She was not anti-man, she was just a stern believer in equality. And Mr. Paris had nothing against that, but he knew where Isabel’s true talents were. Yes, she might have made a fantastic politician someday. She also might have changed the world. But she would not be as happy as she would be when all of this was over. After her visit, she would be a changed woman and she would thank him for everything he had done for her. She would also be delighted to hear he had already arranged for a short list of men, local graduate students that came from wealthy backgrounds and who were looking for hot and dumb trophy wives. In short, they were looking for bimbos. Isabel was not a bimbo yet, but she would be by the time she left his office.

		“You like sex.”

		“I like sex,” Isabel repeated. And she had no argument with that. Sex was fun. It felt good. Although she understood the implications of what sex could do and knew that she needed to choose wisely who she had sex with.

		“You love sex.”

		“I love sex.”

		“You love all kinds of sex.”

		“I love all kinds of sex.”

		“You are just as happy giving out blowjobs or getting fucked in the ass as you are getting a cock in your pussy.”

		Mr. Paris knew he might have been pushing things a bit with his latest statement. It was both longer than the other statements Isabel had successfully adopted, but it was far more graphic. But he was confident if it was too much, he could break it down and lead Isabel to the same ending. However, if she was accepting, it would mean she was ready for the next step.

		“I am just as happy giving out blowjobs or getting fucked in the ass as I am getting a cock in my pussy.”

		For the briefest of moments, Isabel wondered if that was too much. She wondered if she really did like giving blowjobs or having anal sex was just as good as regular sex. She was not sure. But she trusted Mr. Paris and if he said it was true, it must have been. Isabel never realized how much she liked all different kinds fo sex. It made her wonder if she was a slut, since that was the sort of thing sluts might like. But then again, slut-shaming was one of the things she had always fought against. Maybe that was because she really was a slut at heart. And maybe that was why she needed a man to dominate her. He could control her and keep her slut mentality in check. That made far more sense than her not liking blowjobs or anal sex. It all made so much sense to her now.

		Mr. Paris smiled, knowing that they were now in the finishing straight. It should be easy from here on out.

		“You dream to be a trophy wife.”

		Isabel did not respond right away. She let his words roll over her as she tried to decide how they could be true. It was no longer an issue of whether Mr. Paris was telling her the truth, but how she could justify the new truths he spoke to herself. She needed to figure out how to make his statements into fact so that she could repeat them back truthfully.

		But the question was how she could make herself dream to be a trophy wife. She already wanted to be a happy housewife. She wanted to give herself completely to her husband, when she finally met him. But was she ready for the trophy wife lifestyle? That seemed like a big jump. She was only a college student. She did not come from vast wealth, so that could be a part of it. She could not completely afford Thatcher College so she had overworked herself and gotten scholarships. Some were easy, but others were far harder to apply for. It would have all been so much easier if she had not needed those scholarships. It would have been easier if she had money. Like in general was easier with larger sums of money. Wealth, at least in theory, could make life easier.

		So from that perspective, the idea of being a trophy wife made a lot of sense. Marrying a rich man meant she would not need to worry about money. She disliked thinking about money as it was, so marrying a rich man made a lot of sense.

		But there was more to being a trophy wife than just marrying a rich man. There were standards she would need to follow. She would need to focus on looking as pretty as possible. And that was a bit of a problem. Isabel did not really think of herself as beautiful or pretty, let alone cute. She had spent far too long ignoring her looks when her biggest dream was to become a trophy wife. She had no idea what she had been thinking.

		“I dream to be a trophy wife.”

		“You dream of being a bimbo trophy wife.”

		Isabel had already decided it was easier to just accept Mr. Paris’ statements as fact. Now it became even more clear to her. She wanted to be a bimbo trophy wife. And the bimbo part was an important caveat. She already disliked thinking and she liked sex. That certainly could make her a bimbo by some definitions. But she knew she could be so much more. She could imagine herself dressed up in sexy and revealing clothes, ignoring the books on the bookshelf, while she dropped to her knees in front of her man, ready to give him a blowjob. If only she could look hot too. Then it would be perfect.

		“I dream of being a bimbo trophy wife.”

		“But good news, you’re already part way there,” Mr. Paris said.

		“I am?” Isabel asked automatically. It was easier to let him explain it to her.

		“You are a bimbo.”

		“I am a bimbo,” Isabel repeated, once again falling into the habit of repeating Mr. Paris’ statements. And if he said it, it must be true. She was a bimbo. How had she never realized that fact before? And asking that question made it even more clear that she was the bimbo he told her she was. If she had not realized it, then that meant she was an even dumber bimbo than she had figured.

		“I don’t think you need to repeat me anymore,” Mr. Paris said. “But I want you to listen carefully while I tell you about your new life.”

		Isabel leaned forward, excited to learn more about herself. She was eager for Mr. Paris to tell her about her future. It was so much easier to let him tell her what to do than to figure it out for herself. It required much less thinking than if she had tried all of this on her own. She owed Mr. Paris far more than the fee she had already agreed to pay him.

		“First off, we’re going to change your class schedule for next term. You see, you’re going to stay in school, even though it will be hard for a bimbo like you. But you’re going to stay because you want to get your M-R-S degree.”

		“What’s that?” Isabel asked dumbly, not knowing what those letters stood for.

		“Your Mrs. degree. You’re going to stay in school to meet eligible men. Don’t worry, I’ll give you a short list of candidates. I’m sure they will love you. In the meantime, we’ll sign you up to take the home economics courses the college offers. You’ll learn things about cooking and cleaning. I’m sure the classes will be hard, but you’ll meet the challenge so you can be a better wife to your future husband. Even though you’ll probably be rich enough to afford cooks and housekeepers, it will be good to have those skills to fall back on in emergencies.”

		Isabel nodded her head, taking in all that information. She was not sure how much she would end up remembering, but she was sure Mr. Paris would help her navigate all those sorts of things. And she liked the idea of learning how to be a better cook and housekeeper. That was important in case her husband had to fire the maid or the cook got sick.

		“Other than that, you’ll get to focus on being your slutty bimbo self, plying your potential suitors with blowjobs and titfucks so they will pay for you to go shopping.”

		Isabel nodded. Bimbos definitely liked to shop. It made sense that she would trade sex with the men who were vying to make her their trophy wife so she could buy sexy outfits that showed off her hot body. The fact her body did not live up to the ideal in her head no longer mattered. She was sure it would work out somehow.

		“Perfect,” Mr. Paris said. “I bet you’re happy now that you’ve learned you’re a dumb little bimbo.”

		“Oh, I’m so happy,” Isabel replied before she broke out into a fit of giggles. She did not understand why she was giggling, but it felt natural. It felt good. It felt like something a bimbo like her would do.

		“Great, now let’s take you next-door and get your body into bimbo shape,” Mr. Paris said as he stood up. “We can’t have you trying to win over rich studs looking like you’re aiming to be employee of the month. You’re not the working type of bimbo.”

		“Oh, thank you so much,” Isabel said as she took Mr. Paris’ offered hand and let him pull her to her feet. She looked down to see herself wearing a pantsuit. It was not even sexy in the slightest. She did not understand why she was wearing it. All she knew was Mr. Paris had helped her realize the error of her ways and she could not thank him enough for setting her on the right path. A body makeover was even more than she could dream of.

		Mr. Paris guided Isabel next door into what he frequently called the Body Shop. At the center of the room was a contraption that looked like a bathtub with wires leading out of it and connected to a set of computer equipment. It was basic and it totally confused Isabel, but that was no surprise. She was a bimbo, after all.

		“I’ll need you to strip down and get in the tub,” Mr. Paris explained. “Then I will fill it up with green goo. It’s nothing to worry about, but that goo will give you a bimbo body to go with your bimbo mind.”

		Isabel liked the sound of that, so she immediately started stripping out of her business suit, wanting to never wear the offending outfit ever again. Not that it would fit her when this was all done. Isabel could only imagine that her body was in for a major change. Her boobs alone needed to be considerably bigger. If she was going to be a trophy wife, she needed big boobs. That was a no-brainer, even for a bimbo. Actually, as a bimbo, big boobs were kind of a necessity too. Either way, she needed bigger boobs and she was certain that Mr. Paris would give them to her.

		“Don’t worry about submerging your whole head. Just let yourself float in the goo and everything will turn out perfectly.”

		The now naked Isabel showed no direct shame in showing her body to Mr. Paris. If she felt shame, it was only because she did not see her body as worthy of who she was. But she was certain that would all get fixed soon. Isabel stepped into the tub and sat down before she leaned back and relaxed.

		“Just clear your mind and close your eyes,” Mr. Paris said. “I’ll take care of the rest.”

		Isabel could feel the goo filling the tub. It was warm and felt amazing against her skin. Soon she was floating in it as she closed her eyes and cleared her mind of all thoughts. That was easy to do when she was a bimbo. She did all she could to avoid thinking. She might only have recently learned the importance of not thinking, but she was already becoming a pro at it.

		As she floated in the tub, the computers and the enzymes within the goo went to work. All of the nutrients and proteins she would need to reshape her body were contained within the goo. It just needed directing so that those changes could be made.

		First on the list was Isabel’s hair. Mr. Paris liked all kinds of women and he believed bimbos came in all shapes, sizes, and colors. In this case, however, he decided to give Isabel the classic trophy wife upgrade. Her hair grew out from her head at a rapid pace, the color fading until it was the lightest of blondes. Forevermore, Isabel would be unable to shake the fact that she was a dumb blonde. Then again, she would fully embrace such a term, knowing it was true and even playing it up when necessary.

		Once Isabel’s hair pooled around her head in a golden halo, the goo went to work on her breasts. That was not actually true. The computer program Mr. Paris used to transform Isabel’s body had started laying the groundwork to radically reshape and grow Isabel’s breasts, but that foundation took time to build, leaving it to be the second obvious change that was made.

		At first glance, it looked as if Isabel’s breasts had two balloons inside of them that were slowly being filled with air. There was no subtlety to her breasts. They were big and round, projecting off her chest as if they had been bolted onto her narrow frame. They were big enough to make sure she could never hide them—not that she would want to now that she was a bimbo at heart—but they were not so large that they completely dominated her figure. Yes, she was a bimbo and a slut, but she needed to be classy and respectable as she could manage before she tied the knot. Then her husband could decide if she needed to return to the Bimbo Ward for further upgrades.

		The old Isabel never would have wanted bigger breasts, but now that she was a bimbo, she would come to love her tits. They were big, round, and sensitive enough to almost make her cum just from playing with them. And at their new size, they were guaranteed to look amazing in almost every kind of top. The upper pole fullness was a big draw, always giving her the appearance that she wore a much-up bra, even if she wore no bra at all. With her new size and shape, she would never need to be bothered by bras again if she chose. More likely it would be a man deciding though. Isabel hated making decisions for herself.

		From there, the computer reshaped her body, narrowing her waist and expanding her hips. Her butt would be expanded to counterbalance some of the added weight on her chest, but she would always appear a little top heavy until her future husband decided otherwise. The goal was not to take her to the extreme, but to maximize all of her attributes until her final form could be decided upon.

		Not that some of the changes would not be considered extreme by Isabel’s former standards. She would never have approved such changes for herself when she was still passionate about her women’s rights activism. Her bigger breasts would have run counter to her belief that every woman was perfect the way they were. Sure, there might have been a part of her that wanted to be bigger at some point, but now she would not have to worry about that. She would not have to worry about anything.

		One more extreme change that Mr. Paris enjoyed making was the reshaping of Isabel’s feet and lower legs. She already had great legs, but now they had been reshaped and reformed for easier wearing of high heels. He could tell that Isabel never wore heels, so she was going to need a bit of a boost in that department. She would be able to walk barefoot or in flats, but she would do so on her toes. If she ever wanted her heels to bear her weight, she would need to wear heels, the higher the better.

		Finally, Mr. Paris focused on Isabel’s face. Now that her body had been fixed, he could have stopped and released her into the wild. However, even if she became an expert at applying makeup, which he assumed she soon would, she would still find herself referred to as a butterface. It was not her fault. She was only working with what she was born with. However, Mr. Paris could fix all of that, giving her the face of a model, along with the lips of a woman who knew speaking and eating were not the best uses of her mouth.

		Isabel’s lashes were lengthened, giving her the appearance of wearing false eyelashes with no added help. He also made her eyes bigger, helping to give her the vacant expression that would so often fall across her face. Her cheek bones were made higher and more prominent and her nose was shaped so that it was a perfect button, just slightly upturned at the end. And then her lips were plumped up again and again. That was the area where she most needed the help. Had she gotten injections, it would have taken several treatments before the results were properly noticeable.

		“Wake up,” Mr. Paris called out when it was all over.

		Isabel opened her eyes and she stretched lazily, feeling better than she ever had before. It was only after a few moments that she realized she should check out her new body. She gasped when she looked down to see her new tits. They were bigger than she could have ever imagined, but she could not disagree with the fact that they looked amazing on her. Mr. Paris was there with a towel and he helped her dry off, getting the last bits of goo off of her. Her skin felt silky smooth and the lightest touch sent thrilling shockwaves through her, igniting a roaring fire in her belly. This was her new normal when it came to arousal. The simplest of actions could turn her on and leave her begging for release.

		By the time Isabel managed to return to the reception area, she looked like an entirely different person. Her hair flowed down her back in loose waves and her lips were covered in a bright pink lip gloss. But even though her body was different, the biggest change came in the form of her outfit. Gone was the boring business suit and in its place was the sexiest dress she could imagine. From her neck and shoulders, it looked entirely normal, giving just a hint of cleavage from the neckline with the fabric bunched between her tits, showing off their size all the more. However, this particular dress had a large cutout across the front, a window that showed off not just part of her midriff, but the undersides of her tits as well. There was no question they looked fake on her, but that was part of the idea. She was a trophy. Or she would be once she had a man to properly guide her.

		Her heels clicked and clacked on the tile floor. Candi looked up at the newly minted bimbo with pure joy. She loved to see the new bimbos when they were all done. Sometimes Mr. Paris let her introduce the girls to their new bimbo lives when they woke up after finishing in the Body Shop. She could not think of a better job for herself. Then again, she had never been a bimbo before she interviewed for the receptionist job with Mr. Paris.

		“Ta-da,” Isabel said, throwing her arms up in the air and posing sexily for Candi. There was no one else in the room. Mr. Paris was back in his office. He had promised to send Isabel’s phone number to a list of eligible men looking for a trophy wife like her. They were all local students, a few years older than her. They had each paid to be in the matching program run by the Bimbo Ward. And it was a sum of money that helped to prove that they could actually afford a bimbo trophy wife.

		“You’re looking hot and sexy, girlfriend,” Candi said. “You make a great bimbo.”

		“I know, right?” Isabel said. “I can’t believe I never did this before.”

		“Mr. Paris is a miracle worker,” Candi said. “He can do anything.” Candi emphasized that fact by licking her lips. She usually got access to Mr. Paris’ cock at the end of the day. Sometimes she sucked him off, other times he fucked her over his desk. She was just happy to have access to his cock. Spending all day at her desk was so difficult for a bimbo like her, always on edge, especially after moments like this when she got to meet the new bimbos.

		“He totally is,” Isabel agreed, her eyes turning glassy as she imagined Mr. Paris’ cock. She had not seen it, but as a slut, she could not help but imagine his cock and all the ways she could pleasure it. It seemed unfair that he only wanted money for his services. Isabel would have gladly fucked him for all the help he provided her.

		After a moment of the two bimbos fantasizing about cock, Isabel eventually returned to her senses and realized she needed to leave. Mr. Paris had already lined her up with her first date. She could not wait until she had a ring on her finger.
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		Isabel was on her hands and knees. Huxley Dawson was behind her, his hands on her ass, his big hard cock rubbing along her outer lips. Her eyes were focused on her left hand. The engagement ring signified that she had finally been claimed. She felt complete. She had been chosen and would soon fulfill her dream of being a bimbo trophy wife.

		The route to this point had been a long and confusing one for Isabel. After returning from her appointment with Mr. Paris as a bimbo, her whole life changed. Her class schedule full of women’s studies courses had been replaced by classes that taught her how to run a household. Not that she was up for running a whole household, but she learned how to cook and clean. That was what she found most important.

		Then there were the dates. Every night of the week it seemed had Isabel going out with one man or another. It was a good thing her classes did not require homework, since she had no time for such matters. When she was not in class or out on dates, she was working out to keep her bimbofied body nice and tight or she was out shopping for new clothes, using money her dates gave her to improve her wardrobe and makeup collection.

		There were about a dozen men in her dating pool. She did not even need to deal with setting them up. The Bimbo Ward took care of everything for her. She just needed to be told where and when to be and how she should be dressed.

		As it turned out, Huxley had been her first date. She could still remember how she went down on him that first night, taking his cock into her plump lips. She knew she did not need to have sex with the men she was dating, but she wanted to. Sex was constantly on her mind and it was a huge relief to finally be able to partake.

		Each night Isabel met with a man. Yes, she was getting to know them as much as they were getting to know her, but it quickly became clear that she was not up to the task of choosing one man over another. After each date, she would have chosen the man who had just cum in her or on her. But with an ever revolving cycle of men, she lacked the clarity needed to make a decision. Her love for cock overrode anything else.

		In the end, however, the decision was not even up to her. There were ten men still interested after several months of dates. An auction was held. The highest bidder would win the right to marry Isabel. Huxley was that winner. He paid a large sum to obtain her rights and now she was all his. And she could not have been happier. Soon she would be Mrs. Isabel Dawson. It was like a dream come true.

		Isabel even liked the fact that Huxley did not want to make any further changes to her. She was perfect as she was. At least, she was perfect for now. He had already booked her for a five-year maintenance plan in which Isabel would get a bimbo update from the Bimbo Ward every five years, starting when she turned 25. She liked the idea, always wanting to look fashionable and sexy for her man.

		As for the man who had claimed her, Huxley had already been hired at a prestigious law firm, having just finished his law degree and had already passed the bar exam. In addition to his already high net worth, he was set to bring in low seven figures to start his law career and stood to make even more money in the future. He was just the sort of man who needed a trophy wife by his side and it was all the better that she was a bimbo.

		“Ooh, fuck your trophy,” Isabel said when Huxley finally entered his fiancée. “You’ve got the biggest cock I’ve ever seen.”

		From the beginning, ever since that fateful day with Mr. Paris, Isabel had taken to calling herself a trophy. The men she dated liked it. She liked how it objectified her, making her seem less like a person and more like a fucktoy. That was how she wanted to be treated. And she loved it when people told her how stupid and slutty she was. It never failed to turn her on. Then again, Isabel was almost perpetually horny. She was a customized bimbo, after all.

		Huxley pounded into Isabel from behind. Her big tits swayed beneath her as she struggled to hold herself up. The pleasure was incredible as it always was. Even if her mind had not been bimbofied, she would have enjoyed all the pleasure sex gave her. Her body was designed for sex, maximizing not only her pleasure, but his as well. Without even thinking about it, the muscles in her pussy massaged the invading cock, doing everything it could to drain his balls and fill her up with his seed.

		There was nothing that Isabel enjoyed more than knowing she was serving her man. He had ordered her onto the bed. He had ordered her onto her hands and knees. She was not wearing any clothes. That had been another order from before. And now he was behind her, holding onto her widened hips, occasionally slapping her bubble butt between hard thrusts of his cock into her pussy.

		Isabel felt as if his cock had split her open. The stretching of her body to fit his always left her feeling better than ever. It might have loosely been called pain, but it always left her more than satisfied. It was similar in feeling to the after effects of a hard workout. The endorphin rush more than made up for anything she might actually call pain.

		“So tight,” Huxley moaned. “You’re my perfect little bimbo.”

		Isabel was past the point of speech. She could only moan in return, the sensations of her body overwhelming the speech centers of her brain. Then again, as a bimbo, that was not difficult. It was easy to leave Isabel speechless. But this took it to another level. Her response was based on the orgasmic energy building up inside of her. Isabel’s eyes rolled up into the back of her head as the growing pleasure continued to mount. These were familiar sensations, but whether it was her first time or her hundredth, she always found herself in the same state.

		The moment Huxley’s cock surged with cum, Isabel joined him in sexual delight. Her orgasm crashed through her like a torrential tsunami. Every fiber of her being sang out in orgasmic ecstasy. As Huxley exploded into her, Isabel’s arms gave out under the cascading onslaught of pleasure. Her face became buried in the bedcovers as he held himself deep inside her, his cock sending out rope after rope of hot white cum.

		Isabel was not exactly certain when it all ended. It all proved to be too much for the newly engaged bimbo. When her senses returned to her, she found herself cuddled up next to Huxley, her head resting on his muscled chest, her big tits pressing into his side. She looked up and smiled, seeing the look of contentment on her future husband’s face. This was what she was meant for. This was her serving her duty to pleasure her man. She had served and obeyed him. He was her master in all things and in return she was given safety, simple pleasure, and the body of a goddess. There was nothing else she could ever ask for.

		Yes, there were people who still came up to Isabel, confused about her new role in life. They looked down into her cleavage and seemed almost disappointed in her. They would talk of all the promise she had once had. But Isabel simply needed to giggle in response. She had found her true calling. She had made her dreams become a reality. Her greatest desire was to become a bimbo trophy wife and now she was only a wedding away from making that a reality. She could think of nothing else she could ever want. Her life was perfect and it was all thanks to Mr. Paris and his career counseling. She never would have known what she really wanted in life until she had met with him. She had replaced her passion for activism for one of dedication to an ideal, one that saw her become the perfect example of what a bimbo trophy wife could be.
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